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THE WIFE'S MANUAL. 

Clie TBtiWn draper* 

[HOU that the author and the giver 
art 
Of all good things, without whofe 
fojlering grace 
And ever prefent help, the tenderejl 
And bejl affeSions of the heart can yield 
No certain joy ; To Thee, O God, I turn. 
E'en in this hour of folemn happinejs, 
Bejeeching Thee, from thy bright dwelling 

place, 
The glad abode of peace on high, to look 
Down on thy trembling handmaid, and to 

grant 
That, as through new and untried fcenes I 

take 
My doubtful way, and as frejh duties crowd 
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Acrofs my path, thc/e weak and faltering 

Jteps 
May be fo gtjidcd by that gentle light 
Which Jhineth only from above, that I, 
And my ejpoujed fellow traveller, 
With knitted hands and loving hearts, may 

tread 
Unjcath'd life's rugged wild, and reach at 

lajl 
The heavenly hills and everlajiing rejl, 
The glorious purchajc of the precious blood 
Th a tfromHis wounded Jideforjinnersflow*d, 
In whoje great name^ and for whoje bkjfcd 

Jake, 
In bumble trujl, my Bridal Prayer I make. 







A WEDDING SONG. 

HERE are chimes, merry chimes, 
in the air. 
What tell they ? 
That as, to glad our wedded love, 
j Thofe Jilvcry bell-fongs float above ; 
So from above true Joy Jhall come 
To blejs our own, our happy home, 
Both night and day. 

There are flowers, fragrant flowers 'neath 
our feet. 

What teach they ? 
That earth-born pleajures may be fpread 
Along the path that we Jhall tread ; 
But, even Jhould it be our lot 
With hajly Jlep to crujh them not. 

They mujl decay. 

There are Jmiles, Jhort-lived Jmiles, all 
around. 

What Jhow they ? 
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They tell us, never but in heaven 
Is lajling blifs to mortals given ; 
That looks of love, like fairy flowers 
And charms of mujic-laden hours, 
Mujl pafs away. 

There is hope, thrilling hope, in our hearts. 

What does hope fay ? 
The merry jlrains of life may change, 
Joy-flowers may fade, and friends grow 

Jlrange ; 
But thofe by pure affefiion join'd. 
Fond heart to heart, firm mind to mind, 

Are bound for aye. 







horning prapec in ©ummet. 

jOW, when each dew^refrejhed 
floweret bares 
Its glowing bojbm to the rifing 
morn, 
And from the breesc-rockM branches iwit- 

t'ring birds. 
Fill the bright air with mujic, let my voice 
AJcend, great Source of Life and Lighi^ 
Hymning Thy praifc ; may Thy grace- 
giving beams 
Shine o'er my heart, illumine all my jbul. 
And gladden it with gratitude and love. 
Teach me> O God, to pajs the daylight hours 
As mindful ever how the night of death. 
The night wherein no man can work, mujt 

come 
At lajl» and after that the ]lri£! account 
Before Thy throne, and dread award, on 

which 
My weal or woe eternal mujl depend- 




Pardon my jins, unnumbered and unknown ; 
Watch o'er me ; make my own dear quiet 

home 
The Eden of my heart, and, whiljl I tend 
With joyous care the fweet but fragile flowers 
Of houfewife virtues, guard me from the wiles 
Of the Arch-ferpent, 'neath the leafy jhade 
Of innocence itfelf, in ambujh hid. 
Whiljl loving, and by earthly ones beloved, 
Lead me to fix my dearejl hopes on Thee ; 
Teach me to look, above the murky mijl 
Of earthy vapour that furrounds me here. 
To the far-off of everlajling blifs, 
Stretching beyond, and toward the horizon 

there. 
The bright, ethereal, and the only true, 
The atmofphere oflove in which thou dwellejl. 
To turn my trembling jleps, and meet un- 
moved 
The gujls of forrow beating on my head. 
And this I ajk in His dear name alone 
Whom as their Lord repentant jinners own. 





FORGOTTEN BLESSINGS. 




HERE arc the jlars, the jlars that 
Jhonc 
All through thefummcr-night? 
Why arc they and their pale queen gone, 
As if they fear'd to be look'd upon 

By the gaze of the bold Daylight ? 

Gone they arc not, — In the far blue Jkies 

Their Jllent ranks they keep ; 
Unjccn by our Jiin-dazzled eyes, 
They wait till the breath of the night-wind 

Then come and watch our Jleep. 



Thus oft it is — the lights that cheer 

The night of our dijlrcfs, 
When brighter gladder hours appear, 
Forgotten with our grief and fear, 
AVake not our thank fulncjs. 
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low can I Thank Thee, God of 
Mercy ? how 
Speak forth thy praifes and thy 
goodnefs tell ? 
Thy loving-kindnefsy every morn renew'd, 
Has, through the jhadows of another night. 
Guarded my bed, and fafely raijed me up. 
All undeferving as I am, again 
Refrejh'd by jlecp, to walk the round of life. 
Take from me. Lord, all jlothfulnefs of heart. 
And give mc wifdom from above to guide 
My every thought and aSion by thy law : 
Increafe my love for all around and Thee, 
Chicfejl of all, jburce of true joy and peace. 
Teach mc to fee the loathfomenefs of fm. 
And, trujling in Thy grace and that alone, 
Againjl the tempter watch and ward to keep. 
That, when the talents to my hands confign'd 
Shall be required, I need not dread to meet 







Thy fearching gaze. Forgive mc, oh ! forgive 

All my pajl Jlns,— Help thou my unbelief. 

And lead me on to holinejs and Thee, 

Let me not doubt that, in the cold hard foil 

Of this probationary life of earth, 

Lie dormant germs of purity and blijs ; 

That frojl and Jlorms of Jlern and adverfe 

fortune 
Do but prepare the way for the warm influ- 
ence 
Of Thy eternal fanflifying love. 
And this 1 ajk, O God, for his dear fake 
Who on Himjelf OUT Jtnful load did take, 
And his meek life for guilty human-kind 
Upon ihe altar of His crojs refign'd. 











rO-DAT, 

iNOTHER day to Life Is given, 

Another day; 
To force our onward march to 
Heaven, 
Along the path where He hasjlrivcn 

Who piow'd the way< 

Another day before us lies^ 

A day of Faith; 

To ^K on Him our gladdcn'd eyes 

Who jits triumphant in the jkics 

O'er Jin and death. 

Another day — as thofc of yore ; 

A day of Hope ; 
To bid our hearts ajpiring Jbar 
Above the maze where evermore, 

Earth-wijhes grope. 
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Another day, with joy replete ; 

A day of Love ; 
Of kind fond looks, and greetings Jwcet^ 
And friendjhips which /hall be complete 

In Heaven above. 
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iREAT guardian of the midnight 
hours, to whom 
Darknejs and light arc both alike ; 
whofe eye 
Pierces the jhadowy curtain that enfolds 
One half the globe, and jces ena3ed there 
So many jcenes of Jbrrow and of crime* 
Known but to Thee alone ; Jet round our bed 
Angelic watchers that may drive away 
The hateful fpirits, whoje Juggejlive wiles 
Scatter wild thoughts and troublous phan- 

tajles 
0*er our Jleep-Jhackled minds ; and teach our 

hearts* 
Whene'er we cajl ajlde the day's attire 
And Jeek our rejl, to fee that folemn hour, 
When, dijen rob* d of the/e our flejhly weeds — 
Theje crumbling frames, the worms' enforced 

fees — 
Our jb u Is Jh all wander in no land of dreams, 
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Butj dwelling with reality and Thcej 
Await the awful Jcntcncc of the Judge. 
And, whiljt 1 pray that thy protcding arm 
May fprcad a jhield above our Jlecping hours, 
Here, on my knees, 1 thank thy bounteous 

mercy 
For thy unnumber'd gifts of grace and love 
Through the pajt day vouchjafcd. My jad 

offences 
Againji Thy wife and merciful commands, 
P'orgivc them all :^ fo, from my quiet jlumber^ 
I may arije in cheerfulnejs and peace 
To work Thy will with gtadnejs and content. 
In His dear name are thejc petitions pour'd 
Who fittcth at Thy jldc — my rijen Lord. 
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NIGHT THOUGHTS. 



J VERY day mujl have a morrow; 
Quite fufficient for its hour 
Is the evil that may lour, 
Be it pain, or be it forrow. 

Leave we to a higher power. 




Every night mujl have its morning ; 
Howfoever dark it feem. 
In the far eajl hope-lights gleam. 

To the mourner giving warning. 

Of the day-break's coming beam. 
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Every Jleep mujl have its waking ; 

E'en the lajl long jleep of all ; 

When we quit death's jlumber-thrall. 
Lord, on jinners mercy taking. 

To Thy home our fpirits call. 
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There, through endkfs ages, ever 

Bajking in Thy prcfence bright, 
Shall our Jever'd fouls unite ; 

There Jhall fee thy face, and never 

Know again the gloom of night. 
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jTERNAL Guardian of the good 
and truCj 
Before whofe aitar my firjl bridal 
vows 
Were pkdgM, whofe blejfing fanflified the 

bonds 
That join'd our beating hearts ; O God I 

I thank thee. 
That he, the dear one that Thou gav*jl mc 

then. 
My life-companion, at my Jide JliU walks. 
Keep him, 1 pray, a thoufand times I pray 

thee, 
Keep him in body and in jbul. Tncreaje 
His faith and guide his footjteps in Thy way* 
Whatever his earthly lot, or good or evil. 
Give him a gentle and contented heart ; 
And teach him Jlill to prise my bejl endea- 
vours 




To fwectcn life for him, and guard his love. 
And Jtill, as time rolls onward j and life lo|es 
The bloom and fragrance of its earlier days, 
O'er the brown autumn and the hoary winter 
Of our declining age, pour the bright /unjhine 
Of hope and peace ineffable. Thus lead us 
On to one quiet grave ; then, in Thy mercy, 
Take our wo rid- wearied Jbuls to dwell with 

Thee, 
Where doubt and jbrrow never more can come* 
And He J who for myjins from Heaven came 

down, 
To wear the robe of jco rn and thorny crown, 
To bear His heavy crojs, then hang and bleed 
And die for me — 'tis m His name I plead. 



i¥Lv\ 






t 







jOULDST thou have our own dear 
dwelling 
Be a love-enchanted home ? 
Spells I'll try, and there's no telling 
How much ]b it may become. 

Sunny jmiles around I'll jcatter, 
Brightejl Jlill when thou art near, 

U]e fond words, but never flatter. 
Smiles and words alike /incere. 

Round my heart I will ajfemble 

Things and thoughts beloved of thee. 

Till each wijh and tajle rejcmblc 
Thofe that in thy bofom be. 

As the maid at midnight hour 

Ever watch' d, ]b legends jay. 
The beacon-fire upon her tower 

To guide her lover's lonely way ; 
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When the world /hall wrong or Jlight thee, 
'Midjt thy bo/om*s bitter pain, 

The warmth of home Jhall lure and light thee 
To my welcome clafp again. 

Then, with fond words and careJQcSj 
Shalt thou, by our ingle's blaze* 

Tell how all the day's diJlreJQes 
One fuch evening hour repays. 
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jFor bet ^usftantt in bis atifence. 




LORD, whofc ever wakeful eye 

looks down 
Upon the fons of men> I pray thee 
guard, 
In all his ways, the hujband of my choice^ 
Keep him in body and in Jbul, and Jtay 
His Jleps from danger ; from his eyes Jhut 

out 
Temptation, and direfl his tender thoughts 
Homeward to her who loves and blejjes him. 
May holy angels, thronging round about him, 
Whijper to his dear heart un number' d 

thoughts 
Of peace and gladnefs, and, when all is bright 
And joyous, may the memory of our love 
Be warmth and mujic to his happy hours. 
This be my care^ my faithful mate away, 
To guard our ncjl againjl the wily jhake. 




To jcrecn our hotijchold from the chilling 

winds. 
And watch with eager eyes for his return. 
And m theje hours of jeparation let me learn 
How tott'ring is the fabric of our blijs^ 
If built on Jhifting fands of time and fenfe ; 
How Jcon the cold, divorcing, hand of death 
May come between our warm and loving 

breajh. 
And may we Jtrive fo^ by thy grace, to live, 
That fcvcr'd here, as fever' d we mujl be. 
Again united and from Jbrrow free, 
For His dear Jake who for our ranjbm died. 
We may in Jinlefs, endlejs blijs abide. 
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ABSENCE. 
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WE ARY weight my bofom bears, 

Throughout the lonely day ; 
My heart, amidjl its household 
cares, 
Still feels thou art away ; 
I mijs the glance of thojc dear eyes. 

The merry pacing word. 
The kind reproof, the mild advice, 
Midjl lighter converjc heard* 

Each checrlejs meal, each Jilent walk. 

Is full of thoughts of thee ; 
I feem to hear when others talk, 

To Jce what others Jee ; 
While my rapt fancy loves to roam 

To thy far dijlant Jide, 
And longs to bid thee welcome home, 

At quiet even-tide. 
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Praper m fter ©ugftann^ja; 
^iciinefis;. 

[REAT Lord of Life, whofcfin- 
correfiing hand 
Chajlens and guides thy wayward 
erring Children, 
Teach me, with will unmurmuring and re- 

fign'd, 
To meet this vijitation as I ought. 
And jee thy mercy through the darkejl clouds : 
Give to my jufFering partner grace to bear 
The burden that thy wifdom hath impojed ; 
Thou only knowejl if, again rejlored 
In health and vigour to his former jelf. 
We yet may journey on, and jide by jide 
Together face the driving blajls of grief. 
Whatever be thy will, or life or death 
Await him here, grant that his lot hereafter 
May be an everlajling home with thee ; 



M^ 



lu M. 





And for myfclf, in jbul and bcdy Jlrcngthened 

By aid cckJliaU may I fo difcharge 
^Tr VVith padcnr tendcrncjs the nurfe's care, 

That, when his hour of Jicknefsjhall be o'er. 
The record of the pajl Jhall feem to him 
A dream of pain indeed, but mingled Jlill 
With memories of unnumbcr'd gentle words. 
Of looks of love, and jelf-detiying kindnejs. 
And thus may this, as every other trial, 
Leave us with hearts more clojely bound to- 
gether ; 
With wijhes /anflified, and wills re]lra!n*d 
Withiti the limits of thy holy law. 
This in His name and for His fake I crave 
Who for our jbul s His life a ranjbm gave. 










THE NIGHT-WATCH. 

^Sbcfide his jick-bcd my night-watch 
I keep, 
And pillow his head in its fcvcrijh 
Jlecp, 
1 check every tear, and I Jlifle each Jigh, 
But my heart-broken prayer for him rijes on 
high* 

In my Jbrrow I pray. Great ajjbagcr of pain ! 
With the dawning of day bring me hope 

back again \ 
*Tis the cry of my anguijh to mercy above. 
From the couch of his kngoijhing raife up 

my love. 

Oh ! Thou that could' jl Jiand by the Jide of 

the grave. 
And Jlrctch forth Thy hand to fuccour and 

jave. 
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jFor ttt oton Eelatfons. 

LORD I who hajl prejen^cd and 

blej'd my life 
From its firjl hour, whoje never 
wearied care 
Watch'd o*er me, even on my mother's breajl. 
And led mc fafcly through the hourly dan* 

gers 
Of rijkful childhood and of youth, I pray 

thee, 
Shower thy bcjl gifts upon my early friends ; 
Glad with the fpirit of thy peace divine 
The home that once was mine, from the dear 

roof 
Drive jbrrow and mijchance ; health and 

content 
May they dwell ever there, with fear of Thee- 
May though tlcfs word or afl of mine neVr 

wake 
One tear of Jbrrow or one flujh of jhame 





Amidjl that band bdoved, and when I think 
How the commencement of this happier life, 
This later life of wedded love, involved 
A needful parting from that joyous circle 
Of fond warm hearts^ O may I thence believe 
That my lajl farewell bidden to this world 
Will ujhcr in a brighter purer Jlate, 
Where eur intelligence with Jbuls we love 
ci fW Sh a 1 1 be un c 1 ogg' d by bo nd s of fl cjh an d fenjc, 
Rejlrified not by time or /pace, refined 
By cloje communion with angelic minds 
And by thy prejence gladdcn'd and Je cured. 
Thus, with a grateful memory of the pajl, 
In hope ajfurcd Jlill be it mine to trcad^ 
Upheld by Thy Jujiaining hand alone. 
The road by which the loved and lojt arc 
gone. 









|Y childhood's friends at home, bc- 
Jidc 
The well known hearth at even- 
tide, 
If /itting haply they may be 
In jbcial chat or reverie, 
Their thoughts oft wander forth to me. 



And many a wijh and many a prayer 
For me and mine are uttered there. 
Nor is it little joy to know 
That thofe, the loved of long ago. 
Are cherijhing our memory jb. 



And friends at home have I, away 
In the bright Home of Homes are they ; 
And jbmetimes Jleals acrojs my breajl 
A longing wijh to be at rejl 
With thoje dear jpirits of the blejl. 





Content thee, jilly heart of mine ! 

All earthly though it be, 'tis thine 
This home with wifely love to blefs, 
'Till life to thee Jhall be no le]s 
Than foretajle of heaven's blcjjednejs. 
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When fummoned to th' Eternal Court, 
Why murmur at the hindrance /h or t. 
If thou, though pajl the palace gate, 
Ere entering the room of jlatc 
Muji in the antechamber wait. 
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IBefore entering on Domefltc 
Duties* 

jH 1 Thou that in Thy lowly fo- 

journ hcrcj 
, Wouldjl oft ret ire from thcthrongM 
thoroughfare, 
Wouldjl Jlay awhile Thy healing touch, and 

leave 
The Itjlening crowds that hung upon thy lips 
To /hare the meal domejlic, and to Join 
In fecial convcrje, 'neath the quiet roof 
Of thy loved Lazarus ; oh ! be with me 
Amidjt my houfehold duties, as thou wert 
With his two Jjjlers. — May thy gentle voice 
Speak to my heart in Jwect encouragement 
Or mild reproof, and let me feel the gaze 
Of thofc meek eyes fixM on my every a^i, 
And watching all I do. Grant me the grace^ 
Whiljl Martha's bufy offices demand 
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My kjfcr care, to cajt my better thoughts 
Down at thy feet> to Jit with Mary there. 
And lijlcn to thy words of truth and love. 
Teach me, with mind ynrtiffled and ferene. 
To meet the hourly aecldcnts of life ; 
And let the tones of gentle patience lend 
Their fo ft Jwcct mu/ic to tny lightejl word* 
Oh 1 may I bear m mind, that from the roots 
Of Withered and neglcfled duties fpting 
The rankejl Jin- weeds which infejl the heart ; 
That wifdom infinite has placed me here 
To work thy will, watch'd o'er by angels' 

eyes, 
Chcrijh'd and cared for, not alone by tbo/e 
Whom thou hajl given to tread life's path 

with vnCy 
But with a love beyond all human ken, 
By Thee on whom my hopes of heaven de- 
pend, 
My Lord, my God, my Saviour, and my 
Friend* 






iT is not they who idly dwell 
In cloijler gray, or hermit cell. 
In prayer and vigil, night and 
day, 
Wearing all their prime away, 
Lord of Heaven, that jcrve thee well. 

ASion jlill mujl wait on thought ; 

Life's a voyage rough though Jhort ; 
We muJl dare the jbrrow-wavc. 
Many a Jin-Jlorm we muJl brave. 

Ere we reach our dejlined port. 



Sitting lijlening on the Jhore 
To the ocean's rejllejs roar. 
Never launching on the main, 
Can the merchant hope to gain 
Wealth to fwell his treajure-Jlore ? 





Vain it were to watch befide 
The pits where wc our talents hide ; 
We mujl face the noije and Jlrife 
Of the market-place of life, 
That our trujiinefs be tried. 

Where our captain bids us go, 
'Tis not ours to murmur, " No." 
He that gives the fword and Jhield, 
Choofes too the battle-field 
On which we are to fight the foe. 

Though, where'er we look around, 

All we fee is hojlile ground. 

Where our up-turn'd eyes above 
Recognize His banner, Love, 

There it is we jhould be found. 
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fl)n going into ^ocietp. 

}H God ! who on the tablets of the 
heart 
Gazejl with thine all-]earching 
eye, and there 
Dojl read the record of each jccret wijh, 
Guard with thy grace the inlets to my jbul, 
And chafe away the traitor thoughts within, 
That with temptation parleying Jland, and 

fain 
Would let in jin and folly. Make me feel 
That in the gay and care-forgetting crowd 
Thou art as near me as in jblitude ; 
Keep thou the portals of my lips, lejl words 
Of levity, or cenjure undejcrved, 
Abuje the freedom of my mirthful hours. 
Tinge my each word and aSion with a hue 
Of heart-born courtejy and holy love. 
That in the ufe of every jbcial gift 
The happinejs of others may be mine ; 




And every effort which I make to pleaje 
May be unmarr'd by envy or by pride. 
And as the glow-worm, that, itjelf unfecn, 
Glads with the lujlre of its tiny lamp, 
Its little neighbourhood of blade and flower; 
So grant, O Lord, my love of thee may Jhine, 
Not in the loud profejjion of my faith, 
But in the peace-light jhed around my path. 
Still growing brightejl in the darkejl hour. 
And thus, whatever I do, my firjl great aim, 
Be it Thy favour ; and my next, to keep 
In all their fervency my wifely vows, 
Unchill'd by contaS with the world's cold 

touch, 
Unjullied Jlill by jelfijhnejs and fm. 
And this for His dear fake alone I pray. 
Who the foul's guilty Jlains doth wajh away. 
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HERE'S a world, a world without 
us, 
Guard, wc mujl, againji its wiles ; 
Many a jhare Iks round about us. 

Dream-born baubles, Jerpcnt-J miles. 
From our fight wc cannot drive them, 
Count them then as drofs and dirt ; 
By dcfpijlng, we deprive them 
Of the power to do us hurt. 

There's a world, a world within us. 

This, it is, we have to dread ; 
Evil pajjions Jlrive to win us 

From the path our feet Jhould tread. 
Heart- rebellion Jlill rejijlingj 

We mujl keep the traitors down — 
Lord, without thy grace ajfijiing. 

Virtue Jbon would loje her crown. 
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aBfien JRecotjeting ftom ijer 
Confinement. 

|,ERE> on my couch of feeblcncfs, 
my heart 
In inward accents breathes its 
grateful Jong — 
Its Jong of thankfulnejs and praijc to Thee, 
Great God of Heaven, that in the fearful 

time 
Of nature's agony hajl held me up 
With Thy fujlaininghand,andfafely brought 

me 
Through the pajl hours of danger and of pain ; 
And nowart leading me tojlrength and health, 
And active life again. Faiti would I offer 
The golden tribute of a perfefl love, 
Obedience true, and never Jhaketi faith ; 
But 1, alas ! can only hope to bring 
The dove-like offering of meek penitence 
And humble trujt, Thcjc on the altar-Jteps 
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Of my jbul's gratitude I meekly place ; 
And I befecchthee. Lord, teach me how much 
I need thy love, how little I dcferve it. 
Keep ever in my breajl a fervent fenfc 
Of their kind offices, whoje gentle care 
Has carried out Thy merciful behejls. 
And gathered round my bed a thou/and 

comforts. 
Pour down Thy blejjing upon all I love. 
And let my thankfulncjs to Thee and them 
Shine forth in patient looks and words of 

kindncjs. 
So, when I Jhall go back into the bleak 
And buj'y world j be it with Jlreng then' d faith, 
With brighter hope, and charity renew' d 
By hours of meditative Jelitude. 
This for His Jake I pray thee, whom oi^ 

yore. 
In the poor Jlable, blcjjed Mary bore. 
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THE IN VALID. 




HEN upon the bed of languor 
Weak and feverijh we tofs» 
Should jbmethin^ like impatient 
anger 
Come the weary mind acrojs, 
The only remedy that's found 

To drive away the Jin, 
Is gentle words to thojc around, 
And holy thoughts within* 



Thus, in prijbn-hours full often, 

Saints their rugged beds could Jmooth ; 
Thus their Jlcrn gaoler*s heart eould Jbften, 
And their own Jad bojbms Jbothe. 
' RJ^BW H ow di d J ofeph, d angeon-bou nd, 

Releaje and honour win ? 
By gentle words to thojc around, 
And holy thoughts within. 
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Then, although a prifoncr lying 

Chain'd, ia wearinefs and pain, 
My Jbul through tedious hours is Jlghing 
Forfunjhine, and for health again; 
Yet in my chamber ne*er be found. 

Nor dream of felfijh /in, 
But gentle words to thofe around. 
And holy thoughts within. 
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REATEST and holkjl of wo- 
man born^ 
That for our guilty Jakes cncfa- 
dlcd lay 
In the unworthy manger, hear the prayer 
Of a glad mother^ kneeling at thy throne, 
Bcjecching Thee with mercy to look down 
On her petition ; and to Jpread the wings, 
The Jheltering wings of thy eternal love 
Above her little one* Guard the frail life, 
Which thou hajl given, from every latent ill ; 
Shed o'er the opening mind the influence 
Of thy blejs'd grace, and in the infant breajl 
Implant the jeeds of virtue and of peace. 
And grant me. Lord, fuch wijHom from 

above. 
That I may know how to dhc8. and teach 
This young, warm heart, Jo that it learn to 

love 
That which alone is truly ioveable. 





And only fear the evil in Thy Jight, 
Let my example give a double force 
To fagc and gentle precept. May I meet 
Incrcajing duties and extended cares 
With energy, with patience, and with hope; 
Leaving to Thy all-wife» all -bounteous hand^ 
The future dcjliny of thofe I love, 
And Jlriving only to work out Thy will 
In faith* in happy njefulnejs, and peace. 
For thisj dear Lord, to Thee alone I cry, 
Who on Thy virgin-mother's breajl didjl lie, 
Whiljl choirs angelic, filPd the midnight Jky 
With holy hymns, and heavenly minjlreljy. 
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OFT be the hour of thy Jleeping, 
Little one, mine, dear little one, 
mine; 

Safe, gentle lamb, be thy keeping, 
In the arms of the Jhepherd divine ; 
Fond as thy mother's love, 
Yet there is One above 

Loves thee jlill dearer. 
And when for thee/he prays 
Grace, peace, and happy days^ 
Bends down to hear her. 
Glad be the hour of thy w^aking, 

Little one mine, dear little one mine, 
God grant that the pangs of heart-breaking 
Never vijit that bojbni of thine. 
God grant thy Jlream of life, 
UnvexM by guilt and jlrife. 
Gently may flow ; 
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And, when the time Jhall come. 

To thy eternal home 
'Tis thine to go, 
Calm be the hour of thy dying. 
Loved one of mine, dear loved one of mine; 
Untrammell'd thy fpirit, when flying 
To the land where the holy ones Jhine. 
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jTot 6et Cijiltten, 



JY Heavenly Father^ lijlcn to my 
prayer. 
And blcjs the children thou hafl 
given me. 
Thine, Lord, they arc, Jigti'd with the Jym- 

bol-crojs. 
To be thy jervants and thy Jbldiers jwom ; 
Oh I may they never from thoje ranks defcrt, 
Nor quit that high and holy fervitude* 
Keep them from every harm, from thoje alike 
That hurt the body and defile the foul. 
Help me, by holy precept and example, 
To form their charaflers, and guide their 

hearts 
Into the paths of pleajantnejs and peace. 
May 1 be ever ready to deteH 
The latent Jeeds of evil ; to encourage 



^ 





All better tajles and feelings, and to fling 
So bright a radiance oVr a life of virtue 
That they may feek it as Thy glorious gift. 
Thus, like jbme gentle planet, may I run 
Along the Jilent courje of duty's round. 
Attracting with me Jlill thefe lejjcr orbs, 
Warm'd and enlighten'd by refle3ed love 
Derived from Thee, our Centre, and our Sun. 
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A MOTHER'S RECOMPENSE, 




JHAT can a mother's heart repay 
In after years. 

For watchful night and weary day 
Bcjidc the cradle pafs'd away, 

And anxious tears ? 
To fee her dear one tread the earth 
In Life and health, and childijh mirth. 



What can a mother* s heart repay 

For later care ? 
For words that heavenward point the way, 
For counfel againjl pajjlon's fway. 

And earnejl prayer ? 
To watch her little pilgrims prejs 
Along the road to holincjs, 
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This will a mother's heart repay, 

If that loved band, 
Amidjl life's doubtful battle-fray 
By grace fujlain'd, Jhall often fay, 

" Next to God's hand, 
All of true happinejs we know. 
Mother, to thy dear jclf we owe." 
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SIFE-GIVING Lord! hear a jad 
mother's cry. 
Who, in the hour of her bereave- 
mentt wails, 
Andj Rachcl-likc, bemoans her early dead. 
Grant mc Thy comfort. Thou that badcjl erjt 
The child'brn widow dry her tearsj and gave 
Her only Jon, Jhatch'd from the Jhades of 

death. 
Back to her glad embrace* I ajk Thee not 
That my dear loj! one jhould return again 
To this dark world ofgtiiltand grief— ah! no, 
A wijh ]b /clfijli and Jo unrejign'd 
Mujl never come between my heart and Thee- 
Teach me, injlead, to bow with chajlen'd awe 
Meekly beneath Thy fm-correffing band^ 
And rccogni:^c a wijdom infinite 
In the myjlcrious workings of Thy wilL 
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May my gricf-Jlrickcn heart, wcan'd from 

the world, 
Cling dofcr to Thy Crojs, and thence derive 
Its Jweetejl comfort, and its fix'd Jupporl, 
O'er the dead flowers oFearth let mc not Jhed 
Vain^ unavailing tears ; bet learn to tend, 
With never-wearied care and frejh delight, 
The cheri/h'd duties that embower the round 
Of daily life; and ne'er may 1 forget 
That all the blejjitigs that jurround me here 
Are but as loans of Thy all-bounteous love. 
Given to be ujed, not worjhipp'd, and re- 

Jlgn'd 
Back to Thy Hand^ without one murmuring 

thought, 
Whenever in Thy Jlght it Jecmeth bcjl. 
To that glad country turn my tearful eyes 
Where the bereaved and lojl, dijjcver'd here. 
Again united, Jhall their voices join 
I n mingled h^nnns around Thy throne oF light, 
Thus may the hitlerncjs of for row pafs 
Away from my Jad thoughts, and leave me 

free 
To Jpend my bejl endeavours and f ejblvcs. 




Amidjl thofe duties and thajc gentle joys 

That fill the hijhory of my daily life. 

So glad alike to go or Jlay, I wait 

The hour of jummons to Thy mercy gate ; 

There for His fake who/aves me from myjin 

Thy grace jhall ope the door and let me in. 
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THE LOST LITTLE ONE. 



Wi 




. HE fairy form our home that blejl 
With Jport and prattle gay, 
The litiJc one w€ loved the bcjl 
From earth has pafsM away. 

We mijs her footfall on the floor, 

Amidjt the nurjcry din. 
Her tip-tap at our bed-room door, 

Her bright face peeping in. 



K 



And when to Heaven's high courts above 

Ajcends our Jocial prayer. 
Though there arc voices that we lovcj 

One jweet voice is not there. 
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And dreary feem the hours, and lone, 
That drag themjclvcs along. 

Now from our board her Jmilc is gone. 
And from our hearth her fon^. 



Wc mifs that farewell laugh of hers, 
With its light joyous found, 

And the kijs between the balujflers, 
When good-night time comes round. 






And empty is her little bed. 
And on her pillow there 

MuJI never rcjl that cherub head 
With its jbft Jllken hair. 



But often, as we wake and weep. 
Our midnight thoughts will roam, 

To vijlt her cold, dreamlefs Jleep, 
In her lajl narrow home* 

Then, then it is Faith* s tear-dim m'd eyes 

See through ethereal fpace, 
Amidjl the angel-crowded Jkies, 

That dear, that well-known face< 



With beckoning hand Jhe Jcems to Jay, 
*' Though, all her fufferings o*cr, 

Your little one is borne away 
To this cclcjlial Jhore, 
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*' Doubt not flic longs to welcome you 

To her glad bright abode. 
There happy cndlcjs ages through. 

To live with her and God." 






jFor a Difotietiient C&HD. 




|00K down, O mighty Jearchcrof 
thcjbul^ 
Upon my wayward, dijbbedient 
child, 
And drive away pervcrje and Jlnful tempers 
From this young heart. Without Thy Holy 

Spirit, 
Strengthening our better wijhcs, and injlilling 
Hcaven-Jeeking thoughts^ all hopelejs were 

the jiruggle 
Between our pajjions and our good rcjblves. 
Be near with Thy ajjijling grace, I pray Thee, 
To this poorwanderer from the path of peace; 
And pour upon the Jln-tormentcd breajl 
The jbothing medicine of contrite love. 
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FORGIVENESS. 
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JRR wc never, one and allj 
Like the roving prodigal ? 
From our firjl baptijinal home, 
Karth's temptations bid us roam ; 
If we turn our back on Heaven, 
All the portion it has given, 
Time and talents, every things 
In Jin and folly Jquandering, 
Then^ when we have Jpcnt the whole. 
In the famine of the Jbul, 
Should the hungcrmg |pirit find 
Lack of what it left behind j 
Thinking all its folly o'er. 
Let it jcek that F'ather's door, 
And to the contrite Jelf-accujed 
Shall pardon never be rcfujed* 
If forgivenejs then is ne'er 
Withheld from jlich as /cek it there, 
How freely Jhould we here below. 




Pardon to fcllow-Jinncrs jhow 1 
How with gcntkncjs fhould Jlrivc 
Their kindher thoughts to keep alive ! 
Fojlcring each inward grace^ 
While thdr contrite feet retrace 
The devious paths that thry have trod, 
Home to penitence and God* 








JFot a ^on going out into tfie 
motio. 




THOU, to whom the homdcfs 

Hagar pray'd 
For her thirjl-jlrickcn child in 

the lone defcrt, 
And not in vain ; to thee, O Lord, I come, 
BefeechingThee to guard and guide thejleps 
Of this my jbn, forth on the wildcrnefs 
Of the drear world, an untried wanderer fent. 
Oh ! may Thy Holy Spirit be with him, 
And lead him to the never-failing fprings 
Of Thy eternal truth. Amidjl the fnares 
And pitfalls of his inexperienced courje 
May he be found, treading with wary feet. 
And whiljl, with aSive Jlep and cheerful zeal. 
He Jlrives to raife himfclf above the throng 
That climbs and jojUes up the Jleep ajcent 
Of bujy life, far from his youthful breajl 
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Drive the hard, felfijh maxims of mankind ; 
And in its early frejhnejs keep his heart 
Untainted 'midjl the mammon-grafping 

crowd. 
Enable him to hold within due bounds 
The headjlrong pajjions of his thoughtlefs 

years ; 
DireS his tajles to innocent purjuits. 
And blejs him with the friendjhip and the love 
Of thofe who may ajjijl him on the road 
Of honour, piety, and lajling peace. 
And this, I pray Thee for His fake to grant 
Who lived on earth a life of grief and want. 
Then died a death of jhame and pain, that 

He 
Might fet our fouls from guilt and forrow 

free. 








A MOTHER'S FAREWELL. 




^HOUy like Jbme gallant barque to- 
day, 
Mujl quit, my boy, this Jheltering 
bay; 
MuJl forth upon the wide world Jail, 
And Jlruggle againjl Fortune's gale ; 
If calm thy way or tempcjl-tojl. 
Through Jummer-Jeas, by rocky coajl. 
One gentle Jlar Jhall Jhine above — 

The memory of thy mother's love. 



And in thy tearful hour and fad. 
Or when thy buoyant heart is glad. 
In affluence or in penury, 
Whate'er thy future fate may be. 
One thought, oh ! be it ever there 
To warn thee againjl pleafure's fnarc. 
To Jbothc thy grief, thy faults reprove- 
The memory of thy mother's love. 







The memory of the time when thou 
Upon thy Uule knees vvoulj'jt bow, 
And in thy nur/ery*s twilight dim, 
Lifp jlmple prayer and holy hymn ; 
By fell temptation overcome. 
Then may thy heart return to home. 
And thy world-trammcird bojbm move. 
With memory of thy raother^s love. 



She eannot now be at thy jidc, 
Thy tears to dry, thy feet to guide. 
Her voice no more can eounjel thee 
Againjt the falfe world's flattery; 
But holy angels, will Jhc pray, 
Shall watch thy jleep and guard thy wsy^ 
That neither time nor change remove 
The memory of thy mother's ]ov£. 



But though ]he be no longer near. 
Thou hajl a Friend, how far mOrc dear ! 
When her fond heart is turned to dujl, 
Still may He be thy hope and trujl 1 
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[EAR, Lordy the prayer of a fond 
mother's heart. 
And blejs my child on this, her 
nuptial day. 
I dare not ajk that o'er her future life 
Unchanged profperity, unfullied Joy, 
Peace, health, and earthly riches may be 

Jhed. 
But I would aJk for her the better gift 
Of inward grace, direding all her thoughts 
With fo much wifdom, governing her words 
With love fo true, and prudence fo refined. 
That Jhe may Jlill be found, whatever betide. 
Treading with happy Jleps the path of duty. 
Beloved and loving, and to others' eyes 
Making e'en virtue's Jclf more lovcable. 
Thus may it be her lot, and her dear partner's. 
With hearts united and in holy hope, 





To walk amidjl the jhifting, jlippcry fands 
Of mortal Joy, and wait, with eyes intent 
Upon the brighter, better coajl beyond, 
For that glad hour in which their fpirits, borne 
Acrofs the narrow Jca of death, Jhall reach 
Eternal rejl, and in His presence bajk. 
In whofe great Name alone my prayer I ajk. 
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' HOU hajl thy mijfioiij daughter 
mine* 
A joyous one it is; 
To light that happy home of thine 

With pure domcjlic blifs. 
And gladden with thy girlijh glee 
His brighter hours who worjhips thccp 




Thou hajl thy mijfion, daughter minc^ 

It is a holy one ; 
That radiant jmilc mujl fwcetly Jhine^ 

A cloud-di/pelling fun, 
When wintry fortune chills the life 
Of his fond heart who calls thee wife. 

Thou hajl thy mijjion, daughter mine ; 

Good angels work with thee. 
And o'er thee fmiles thy Friend divine^ 

While this thy tajk Jhall be ; 




The loved ones to thy bojbm giveiij 
To lead them on their path to heaven. 

Thou hajl thy mijjion, and 1 breathe 
A mother's fondejl prayer. 

E'en while the orange buds I wreathe 
In thy luxuriant hair ; 

** When thcje bright locks arc fcant and gray 

May they be found in wijdom's way !*' 





TBefore going to Cfturcft. 




f OD of the Sabbath, now that far 
and wide. 
From arch' d-cathcdral nave, from 
humbler aijle 
Of village church, from ancient regal chapel, 
From hojpitai and difmal prijbn-ward ; 
From lone jhips Jailing o'er the pathlejs jea. 
From living walls of marJhaUM hollow 

Jquares 
On tent-bejkirted fields, afcend to Thee, 
High praijcs and thankjgivings, and the 

prayer 
Of contrite hearts for pardon and for grace, 
Amongjl this crowd of worjhippers I come, 
With thoje 1 love, to kneel before Thy throne. 
And lijlen to Thj words of truth divine. 
Mine be a meek and humble mind that Jirivcs 
With no cenjbrious and fantajlic ear, 




But in Jlncerity and truth, to join 

In common prayer to Thee, our common 

Father ; 
In humble wi/e to learn my daily duty, 
And with glad jlrains to blejs Thy Holy 

Name 
For Him, who from his Jcat with Thee above 
Came down, and left his palace in the Jky , 
To live with Jinners and for Jlnncrs die. 



Wj. 
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THE UNCHANGED. 



ES, time hath jpread a grayer hue 
O'er the old church's rugged 
wall 
Since firjl, a child in this our pew, 

I knelt upon my hajjbck jmalL 
And now the mantling ivy creeping 

Still higher up the tower doth grow. 

And Jbmc I knew and loved are Jlecping 

Beneath the hillock mounds below. 

And all things changed and fmallcr jeem 

From what they were in childhood's day ; 
Lefs lofty hangs the dark roof beam. 

And paler Jhincs the coloured ray- 
And there are young and unknown faces. 

And jbmc there arc I rccognirc, 
Still in their long, accujlom'd places^ 

With Jilver'd hair and failing eyes. 







And 1 am changed* and all without mc 

All more or lejs is changed as well ; 
The marks of time I Jec about me 

AU, all the felf-fame Jlory tclL 
This, and this alone, remaineth 

Unalter'dj as in days of yore, 
The voice of prayer and praife retaineth 

The glowing words it ever wore. 

In thoje blcjl words our fathers raifcd 
Their JuppUant tones to Heaven above, 

And in juch Jlrains as thoje they praifed 
The Jburce of faith, and hope, and love. 

And Juch in future Jabbath hours 

Shall through theje holy aijles refound* 

While winter's jhows and Jummer's flowers 

Upon our graves without are found. 
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3[n t^t time of Ptofpetitp. 



GOD ! whojc bounteous mercy 

poureth down, 
Alike upon the righteous and the 
evil, 
The undejerved and unremembered gifts 
Of thy exhauJUefs and impartial love. 
Fringing life's path with fweet, though fa- 
ding flowers. 
Accept the tribute of my grateful thanks 
For all Thy blejjings. 'Tis to Thee I owe 
That peace and plenty are around me now; 
That loving ones return my Jmiles, and joy 
Crowns all my waking hours. Give me the 

grace 
To keep before my mind the JlriS account 
Which I mujl give of each and ev'ry talent 
Committed to my hand. Oh ! may my heart 



Re quick and jenfitive where'er it feels 
Another's happincfs and peace concern'd. 
At other times unjclfljh and content ; 
Forbid my jbul, O Lord, Jhould be ]b fix'd 
On things of earth that I forget the future. 
And whiljl in/ight of the blejl heavenly jhorc 
Of love and glory, wajlc my eager gazes 
Upon the Jlraws and frothy bubbles floating 
0*cr the bright Jarface of my tranquil life. 
And let me not forget^ the felf-fame hand 
That gives may take away, and that the 

treafure 
Alone enduring is not found below. 
So, for his fake with thee that ever livcth, 
Mine be the wealth Thy javing mercy 

giveth. 
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SHADOWS OF HAPPINESS. 





PILGRIM at a road-fide fpring, 
Kneeling the fparkling rill to 
kijs, 

A traveller, in his journeying 
Staying to hear the wild birds Jing, 
Such, Juch is mortal blifs. 

A feaman when the land gale's Jighing 

From jbmc ]pice-fra grant Indian gro%x ; 
A warrior, 'midjl the dead and dying 
In fcverljh dreams of triumph lying ; 
Suchj fuch is earthly love. 

And as the midnight lightnings cajl 

A Jhon-lived radiance o'er the plain. 
So this world's hopes a moment lajl. 
Light up our path and then are pajl. 
And all is dark again. 
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3[n tbt time of antietfitp. 




[HOU that with weary Jlcps and 
jhcltcrlcjs, 
Didjl tread this earth for our un- 
worthy fakes, 
NegleSed and defpifed, a man of grief, 
With few that loved Thee, and thofe few 

how poor ! 
Oh ! vijit me in this, our fad ejlate. 
And teach my far too jlubbom heart to bow 
Rejign'd and humble to Thy wife behejls. 
Dcferted by the world, be Thou my guejl, 
And dwell with me, direfiing every thought 
Into the narrow channel of my duty. 
Drive from my breajl regret and difcontent; 
Infpire my lips with comfort-breathing words ; 
And give me Jlrength and frejhened energy 
To cheer my fellow-traveller on his way 
Up the rough, Jlony road that lies before us. 
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From our own fad experience may we karn 
To pity thojc around us in dijlrejsj 
And give with willing heart our little aid. 
So teach us both, as worldly means decreaje, 
To fix our wijhes on thofe better joys^ 
Purchajcd for us by Thy mojl precious blood. 
Thofe hopes, that peace, which never know 

decay, 
Which the world cannot give nor take away, 








H Y Jhould 1 Jhrink from poverty 
If it be Jhared, dear love, with 
thee? 

The world's ncglcfl, the proud one's Jcorn, 
How eajily can they be borne 
Whiljl thou remainejl unforfworn, 
And true to me t 

I little reck that wtth oar name 
The crowd may pity join, or blame ; 
That fickle ones, whom once we ranged 
Amongjl our friends, are now ejlranged — 
For thou, art thoa not all unchanged. 
And Jlill the jame ? 

Forced from our Jlatelier home to go, 
I weep not, Jlart not at the blow ; 





Though pearl and ruby never now 
Shall glitter on this brcajl and brow, 
I can be happy yet, and thou 

Shalt je€ me Jb, 

And though no more thine eye Jurveys 

The gems on which we loved to gaze. 

The fculptor*s breathing marble-dream. 

The painter^ s magic tints, that jeem 

To bear our Jpirits up Time's Jiream 

To other days ; 

ril deck iheje humbler walk of ours 
With Jim pie prints, and eajls, and flowers ; 
And thefe, our houfehold deitiesj 
Shall be far dearer to thine eyes 
Than all the pomp that monarchs prize 
In royal towers. 



IL^ 



Though to our board no livened train 

Shall bear the gorgeous feajl again ; 

With willing hand will I prepare 

The frugal meal thou art to Jbare, 

And joy to find my houjewife care 

Is not in vain. 
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And loving voices Jhall be here 

With Jbcial mirth thy breajl to cheer j 

And founds of houfehold minjlrcljy. 

The hymn, the jbng, the well-known glee^ 

How often piall they win from thee 

No bitter tear ! 

Thus, though our brighter hours be pajl, 

And lifers fair noon is overcajl. 

Yet peaceful may our evening prove, 
As, joumejring on with thoje we love. 
We look to reach our home above- 
In heaven at lajl. 








aftet anfftp CfflotBS- 

iH Thoa! that to the fretful ocean 
gavejl 
The word, " Be Jlill," and by Thy 
fiat hujh'd 
The Jlorm lajh*d biUowSt calm my troubled 

mind 
And give my reajbn full and free control 
To Jlay the Jlruggling thoughts within that 

fain 
Would break their prijon bars in this my 

breajl. 
And, on the wings of angry words, burjl forth, 
Hovering like harpies o'er the quiet feajl 
Of our domejlic blijs. In the unhappy pajl. 
Where I have been in fault, lead me to fee It 
And own it too ; and even, when the blame 
Might rejl on others, let me rather bear it 
Than mar the hopes of our home-cherijh'd 

peace. 
Enable me to thrujl from out my heart 





All felfijh pride and waywardncfs ; and give 

mc 
Thofc better* fofter feelings which belong 
To the jworn follower of my gentle, meek. 
And lowly Lord. Thus may I cultivate 
Each Chrijtian grace, and o'er the one I love 
Covet no greater power than that which 

rp"ngs 

From the free homage of a hujband's heart. 
So Jhall our peaceful quiet home be fitted 
To be the tarry ing*placc of angel guejls ; 
Who by our hearth and at our board Jhall 

leave 
The holy odour of unjelfijh thought, 
Of loving-kindncjs, and contented joy. 
And thus without a jingle wijh concealed 
From him, without one unjhared hope or fear. 
May it be mine to tread our graveward road 
By his dear jide \ then, laying down life's 

load, 
To find, for J ejus' fake ourjins forgiven, 
A Jinkjs, grieflejs rcjling-place in heaven. 
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PJSSING CLOUDS. 
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J HILL and dreary jails the rain- 
cloud. 
Curtaining the fummer Jky, 
Cajling its grey, gloomy Jhadow 

O^er the landjcapc far and nighi 
But when the Junjhine comes again. 
From forth the Jhower-flooded plain. 
In hedge -rovv^ bank, and fairy ring, 
The many tinted wild-flowers fprlng* 



Loud and fitful blows the bleak wind 

O'er the late unruffled bay, 
To_[fing back the rattling Jh ingle 

'Midjl the billow's ficecy Jpray, 
But when the tcmpejl hour is o'er, 
Bejlrevv'd along the glijtening Jhore, 
Many a Jhell of rainbow dye 
With corals rich and Jea-gems He* 




Thus, Jincc pajjcd the hour of anger, 

Pray we never to return, 
From the by-gone wc may gather 

Something worth our while to learn ; 
We thence humility may find, 
Thoughts to each others' faults more blind. 
And prayer for aid to Heaven above 
To watch our words^ and guard our love. 
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©n t&c €flranffement of fiet 
^tujsbans's affections* 

HITHER, oh! whither jball this 

breaking heart 
Turn in its bitter forrow but to 
Thee, 
Friend of the dejblate ! who here on earthy 
Too well knew what it was to be bet ray* d, 
Deferred, and denied by thoje thou lovedjl. 
Pour on my aching thoughts the heavenly 

balm 
Of Thy peace-giving comfort, and the more 
The ties of man's affeflions Jhow themfelves 
Time- warn and fragile, and the more the joys 
And trujls of this life vanijh from my path. 
Grant my bejl thoughts and wijhes may be 

turn'd 
To Thy eternal promi/es and love. 










Blejs, oh! my God, with thy converting grace 
That Jln-dcluded heart to which my own 
Is bound for ever, and vouchfafe thy aid 
When I endeavour, by all gentle means, 
To win It back to virtue and to me. 
If my own fault or folly be the caufe 
That firjl ejlranged his truant love from me. 
May I amend and guard my condufl [o. 
That, in all lawful things^ 1 may become 
The echo of his will ; nor let me think 
Another*s jin can ever be a plea 
For my neglefled duty. May I Jce, 
In the jad fall of one fb dear, a deep 
And folemn warning to avoid each jlep 
That leads, however jlightly, from the path, 
The narrow path, of reditude and peace* 
In which to keep us, fend down from above 
Upon thine handmaid, and on him I love. 
Thy Holy Spirit, that our hearts may be 
United to each other, and to Thee. 




^\ 
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EXPOSTULATION. 

WEEP, but I will not upbraid 

thee, 
Nor fpcak of the vows thou hajl 
broken ; 
If rcmonjlrance from Jin could have Jlay*d 
thee. 
How gladly theje Hps would have fpokcn ; 
But never /hall anger give vent 

To reproaches that love may regret. 
For thee it remains to repent, 
For mc to forgive and forget. 




'Twerc idle and vain to remind thee 

Of the duty to me that thou owejl ; 
If the fear of thy God could not bind thee. 
Could affefiion for mc ? for thou knowcjl 
I can give but a lifetime of lovc^ 

But the Saviour and King whofe decree 
Thou hajl broken, came down from above 
To die and to juffer for thee. 



li' 




This Jad h^art, long wont to adore thee, 

Though injured, deceived, and neglefied. 
To Him Jhall plead with thee and for thee, 
And ne^CT may its prajcr be rejefled ! 
Yes, pray with mc grace may be Jent, 

That joy may abide with us yet. 
That thou maycjl be taught to repent, 
And I to forgive and forget. 
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3in tbc jTitfl l^auxs of JjOiDoto^ 



[HY Will b€ done!" God of the 
dcJbUte ; 
Teach me, with heart re/ign'd, 
and calm, to jay, 
'* Thy Will be done ! " I know it was Thy 

hand 
That gave ; Oh ! may I fee Thy hand alone 
Reclaiming that it gracioujly bejlowed* 
Quiet my murmuring thoughts, Jlill my re- 
grets. 
How little I defer v'd my happy lot 
Should lajl fo long ; but life is now a void ; 
Void did 1 fay ? forgive me, Lord, for life 
Is full of duties /till, nor without joys. 
Have 1 not round about me thofe to love. 
And lead in holy paths ? Are there no tears 
On other checks that I may wipe away ? 
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1 bear his name> and I may hear it bkjjed 
By grateful lips. The memory of his kind 
Approving Jmile, will it not glad each hour 
Of cheerful Jlruggle againjl grief and Jin. 
Guard me, and help me on my journey home^ 
God of the widow, and the fatherlejs ! 
May I forget my own, my bitter woes, 
In pouring comfort into others* breajls. 
Far from the/e lips be cenJVire or complaint ; 
And let me Jirivc by every lawful means 
To hide the faults of others, and my grief 
So by my gladjbme looks and happy tones, 
By jympathy in all the gentle joys 
Of young and merry hearts, may it appear 
How bright and funny is the lot of thoje 
Who have Thy love, a folace in their woes, 
Whodingingto thy Crofs, their fouls to Jave, 
Can look without one Jh udder towards the 
grave. 
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THE LAST WORDS. 




iESIDE a dying man, the one he 
lov'd was kneeling, 
O'er his features cold and wan 
the Jhades of death were Jlealing ; 
And as Her prayer Jhe Jlayd, that dammy 
cheek to kijs, 
** Go on, go on," he faid, then pajjed away 
to blifs. 



" Go on, go on," the words in her ears are 
ever ringing ; 
Above, the very birds ** Go on, go on " 
arefinging; 
Thejlream that gurgles by, the raindrop from 
the eaves, 
** Go on, go on" reply to the rujlling of 
the leaves* 
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** Go on/' though broken hearted and defo- 
late thou be. 
The voice of the departed Jhall JUll re- 
turn to thee ; 
Amidjl the daily fight, o'er care and forrow 
won, 
In the watches of the night, that voice 
JhaU fay " Go on." 

** Go on," though faint and weary that grief- 
worn frame of thine. 
Though o'er thy pathway dreary no hope- 
light feem to Jhine, 
Yetjlillthouhajlajlaff, 'tisfafe to lean upon, 
A comfort cup to quaff, then cheerily 
" go on." 

" Go on," may be bejide thee is the fpirit of 
thy love. 
And certainly to guide thee is a hand held 
forth above. 
" Go on, go on," for o'er thee watch ever 
angel's eyes. 
And Jlretching out before thee a better 
country lies. 
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Then wrap thy mantle round thce^ and brcajl 
the world's cold blajl. 
Nor doubt nor grief confound thee, till all 
life's journey pajl, 
And death's dark %*alky crojs'd^ from forrow 
freed and pain, 
Thou, Lone one ! and thy Lojl jhall meet 
in Heav*n again, 




-v/c 
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®n t^e approacft of SDeatft- 

|OURCE of my life! in this its 

Junjct hour J 
When I have reach'd the lajl and 

toiljbme Jlage 
Which Jcparates me from my journey's cnd> 
Awhile I turn my gaze from the dim line, 
Where Earth and Heaven amidjl the jha- 

dowy twilight 
Appear to mingle, and behind me look 
Upon the path my weary Jleps have trod ; 
To Thee, O God ! it is to Thee ! owe 
That I have fojourn*d in this wildcrnejs, 
A pilgrim and a Jlranger as I am, 
SuJlainM by thy protefling hand^ and led. 
Not without Jin and jbrrow, but Jlill led 
On to the confines of that better land 
Looming before me now, A thoufand times 
Thy Jlaff has Jt ay ' d my Jleps i n Jl i ppery ways. 
And the rich cordial of thy grace divine 
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Rcfrejh'd my fainting foul. It fs Thy mercy, 
Giver of every good, hath jh owe r*d upon mc 
So many bkjjlngs ; health, and food, and 

raiment, 
The means o( grace, and hopes of heaven's 

b]i|s. 

While I confefs how poor has been the uje 
Of thefe thy gifts, how often and how fadly 
I ha%e forgotten thy behcjls, and liJtcnM, 
With charm'd and eager ear, to the wild 

jlrains 
Of fyren pajjions, I entreat Thee, mark not 
Whatever thy handmaid Jhall have done 

amijs ; 
But look with eyes of mercy on each thought 
And word of mine, for each demands thy 

pardon. 
Bear with me to the lajl and clojing hour, 
Then come and give me hope, and Jlrength, 

and peace. 
That 1 may take my leave of earth, and all 
That it holds dear, without one murmuring 

And fo my Jbul, by blejed fpirits wafted, 




Shall reach her place of difembodied rejl. 
And there Jhall wait for Thee, her Lord, to 

come 
And take her to an everlajling home. 
This in His name I ajk whofe Crofs hath been 
My fafety-raft in Life's tempejluous fcene. 
To which I'll cling till I am wajh'd ajhore. 
Where Jin and forrow ne'er can vex me more. 
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THE VALEDICTION. 




HEN the death-dews dim my eyes. 
And my bofom panting lies. 
Ebbing life's receding jighs. 
Shorter, fainter, growing ; 
Ere my jpirit breaks her way. 
Through her prijbn-walls of clay. 
Into realms of endle/s day — 

The land to which I'm going. 

May the dear familiar band 

Of weeping friends that round me Jland, 

Watching the decreajing jand, 

Fajl and fajler flowing. 
Chant fome low Jlrain, blending well 
With the folemn pajjing bell. 
Of the holy home to tell — 

The land to which I'm going. 





Let them /ing, " Dear fufFering one, 

" Soon thy journey will be done, 

" Thy fight be fought, thy race be run ; 

" Thy Jbul, with rapture glowing, 
" The everlajling hills Jhall fee, 
" Where pain no more can come to thee, 
" And neither Jin nor Jbrrow be — 

" The land to which thou'rt going. 



" He thy Saviour and thy guide, 
" For thy guilty fake that died, 
" Even now is by thy Jide, 

" Comfort thoughts bejlowing. 
" Angelic forms their arms extend, 
" And fmileth many a long-lojl friend 
" Glad welcome to thy journey's end — 

" The land to which thou'rt going.' 



Then, as the burden of their fong 
In faint jweet cadence dies along. 
One happy, radiant look among 

That group of mourners throwing. 




Jujl as they faded from my view, 
I fain would breathe one fond adieu, 
Till in that land we meet anew — 
The land to which I'm going* 
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